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	1. Last Time

**I read a disconinued fanfiction and I decided I would make a similar ish version of it. Enjoy! (In the original, the main character was supposed to be banished or something. It was discontinued before it got to that)**

I yawned, sunlight streaming into my master bedroom through the blood red curtains. I threw my red and black blankets aside and stepped out of my bed into my evil looking bunny slippers. Padding across the plush, dark gray carpet, I stepped into the hallway and began towards the dining hall.

Life as a Succubus was amazing.

Escpecially as a rich one.

My name is Sarania Helles, and I LIVE to have sex. In fact, I was on my way to do that right now.

I strolled into the dining room, my current sex partner of a human already eating breakfast. What a pig. I searched his soul like I did every morning.

Oh, planning to make me your submissive bitch, are we? I held back a chuckle. This morning would be his last time. I sat, a servant rushing forward and placing my meal of bacon and eggs infront of me, then leaving the room as always. I began eating, managing to finish just as he did. As always, his week with me was up. I always spent a week with men just to toy with their feelings a bit.

I stood up, letting my bathrobe drop to the floor, revealing my stark naked body. I quickly stepped out of my slippers, not wanting to get his semen or cum on them. Is was a pain to wash out.

He coughed, swallowing his last bite before hastily stripping as I approached him. The second his boxers were off, he plunged into me, knocking us onto the floor as he began to hump me viciously. I moaned in pleasure, dragging my nails up and down his back. He drew back, the slamming into me. Drawing out of me again, he once again, slammed his dick inside me. He repeated this, retreating and slamming back in. Finally, as we climaxed, a wave of semen exploded inside me. We moaned, he laying on top of me while panting.

I grinned, flipping on top and slowly lowering my self up and down gently. Moaning in pleasure, I began quickening my pace, then raising myself high enough that only the tip of his manhood remained in me before slamming down on him powerfully. I gasped, then letting out a long groan of pleasure, he doing the same as semen poured into me almost endlessly.

Continuing this, we stopped an hour or two later, reaching the peak of our sex fest. As he slammed into me again, I sucked out his soul, shoving his now limp form off of me. I pulled on my robe and stepped into my slippers, servants rushing in and disposing of his naked, semen and sweat covered body.

I quickly walked back to my room, satisfied. Stripping again, I showered for half an hour, being sure to remove myself from every drop of his semen.

that was fun while it lasted.


	2. Lemedur Evixon

**Hope you all enjoyed my first chapter :P These lemons will only get more and more intense, so stay tuned if you enjoy them?**

I stepped out of the shower, gabbing a towel and wrapping it around my torso. Grabbing a hair dryer and a comb, I sat at my makeup table, looking at myself in the mirror. My long black hair reached my breasts, my large, bouncing f-cups nearly spilling from my towel. My defined features only increased my sexiness thanks to my curves. Golden eyes stared right back at me in the mirror, long lashes blinking.

I was a perfect image.

I dryed my hair, the combing and brushing it before donning my outfit. I wore a red, spaghetti strap tank top under a black leather jacket that stopped at my waist. A black miniskirt was the only thing covering my lace panties. I wore black, laced, knee high, platform shoes.

I sat back down at my mirror, pulling out my makeup kit. Quickly applying blood red eye shadow and bright red lipstick, I spritzed a tiny bit of perfume on my neck. I then sprinkled some "boob glitter" on my chest for fun. Might as well!

I stood, leaving my room to go have some fun.

By the time my limo had reached the café, It was already noon. My butler, James, opened the door for me. Although he was human, I had him in a half trance so he didn't question me when I was humping someone in the hallway or anything like that. He was by far my most loyal servant. He was like a father to me.

I stepped out of the limo, walking inside quickly. I received some lustful stares from those who bothered to look at me. "I'm looking for someone named Cizar" I said to the waitress who was seating people. It was more of a restaurant, now that I think about it. She nodded, leading me to a table away from everyone else. She hurried off as I sat down, Cizar looking up at me.

"your assignment?" He said, questioning me.

"Completed. I even got some extra souls out of it" I reply, letting my tounge flick across my plump lips. He seemed to go rigid, then nodding.

"Good. There is a demon who is a threat to the secret of our existence. He wishes to end the world as we know it. Of course, is demons could care less, but he is going to reveal the demon realm to exorcists and the entire human race. As we all know, the humans would be bent on killing us all. So, we need you to capture his soul" Cizar explains, stirring his tea slowly.

"sure, do you have any leads on him?" I asked, leaning on the table with my elbow.

"We have a picture and his name. The only other thing we've found out is where he was last seen, which is a church nearby" Cizar says, handing me a picture.

"then what's his name?"

"Lemedur Evixon. The church is called 'Mary's Sanctuary'. Don't mess this up" he adds, standing.

"Why couldn't you just hire a professional?"

"We've sent a Succubus, incubus, fire demon and two other succubi after him. Looking back at your luck with men, we figured you or next best bet" he explained, causing me to smirk.

"well, you've made a good choice"

I left the café, deciding to walk home. I hummed happily, the streets quieting as the sky darkened. I love midnight strolls. It was so peaceful with out all the cars beeping and people yelling.

I continued to walk, freezing as someone grabbed my arm. The hand yanked me into the alleyway, my golden eyes widening in surprise. Oh boy.

I turned, facing my captor. Correction, captors. Three of them, actually. Only one was slightly attractive, the rest seeming hopeless. I peered into their souls, curious. The fat one was a greedy pig. Quite the fantasies.

The one in the middle seemed pretty average, but even the scum of the earth could not compare to his horrible personality. The last one who had grabbed me was decently attractive with an average build, he having a bad case of what I called rape fetish.

They all seemed to have a kink for women who couldn't and wouldn't do anything. I pretended to be afraid, letting my knees shake. "Please don't hurt me" I said weakly, drawing a chuckle from the men. I wished I could take charge and be the one raping them.

The first fat man grinned, the one holding me letting me go. The fat one grabbed my jacket, tearing it off me. Good thing it didn't rip, that's my favorite jacket.

The middle man grasped my tank top, ripping it from me while the other yanked down my skirt. One restrained me in my black, lace panties while the others fumbled with their pants, sticking their dicks through the holes in their underwear at the crotch. Pulling down my panties, the second average man entered me, causing us to moan in pleasure. The fat man entered my rear entrance, surprising me slightly.

The third swiftly did the same the other two men did, the tree of us now on the ground. He came up, lowering his dick into my mouth while grinning. I let them hump me, the pleasure almost unbearable. We ended up being flipped so the average and attractive men were under me, the fat one on top. Since it was so dark and the men were blinded by that and pleasure, I was able to let my tail sprout from the base of my spine. It threw the fat man off of me, the tail vanishing. My teeth became fangs in an instant, clamping down on the man's dick. My hand shot up, muffling his scream of pain as the bloody appendage slid from my mouth.

The average man, noticing the commotion, was shoved away by me as I stood. I chuckled, admiring their tasty little souls. "Good job, boys. You've raped a Succubus. I applaud you" I say, giggling. My small bat like wins sprout from my back, my tail curling infront of me. Finger nails became claws, teeth sharpening. Horns grew from the sides of my head like a ram's, my golden eyes becoming black with blood red irises.

The men stared in horror as I kissed the fat man, drawing out his soul. A new tattoo appeared on my waist. "Like my soul collection?" I giggled, dashing forward to the average man. I kissed him, sucking out his soul.

The last man attempted to run. I tackled him, sitting on him. "Too bad your lovely little friend is all bitten up now" I say, truly disappointed. "Hope you enjoyed your time with me" I whispered into his ear, then nipping his bottom lip gently before kissing him. I drew back, sucking up the soul.

I quickly redressed, hurrying home.

I walked into my room, stripping and showering off the sweat and semen. I returned to my bed, laying down. I clapped my hands, the lights shutting off. I looked around in the dark, feeling like I was being watched. I shrugged of fun the feeling, falling into a reluctant sleep.


End file.
